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But it was she now who looked round the room to make
sure she was not overheard.
"I—am—trying—not," she began in a slow emphatic voice
as if she were laying down each word by the side of her hands;
but after a second's pause, during which she drew in her breath
with a gasp, she finished her sentence very rapidly, giving it
that peculiar intonation with which schoolchildren recite a
lesson. "Not to think about what he said of me being a burden
and a curse to you so that you'll wish you'd been buried under
Pummery before you ever saw me or took me away from them,
but I can't forget what he said, and I can't stop thinking about
it." She uttered these words so much as if she had learned
them by heart that they did not strike his ear as tragic, or even
solemn.
He went so far—for, for all his romantic sensationalism,
Dud had it in him to be a sardonic realist—as to accuse her, in
his heart of hearts, of having been composing this sentence all
that time he had imagined she was reading the "lines" in her
hand.
He looked round at the bar-counter now. "Why doesn't she
come?" he said crossly, speaking his thought aloud. "She said
she'd only be a second. Has she gone back to Glymes ?"
Whether it was that Wizzie's circus-training had given her an
unusual command over her expression or whether it was that her
jealousy of Thuella had been, all that evening, only skin-deep,
she did not show any sign of distress at his concern.
"Didn't she—say—to wait for her before—before we	"
she stopped, evidently nervous of being overheard. Their eyes
met, however, and this time, although she still did not smile,
and he began to wonder if she had completely lost the power of
smiling, it was the closest exchange of their real selves that they
had had since their first meeting in the caravan.
But her wrists were soon on her lap again and her eyelids
lowered, and he could see without seeing that she was once
more drawing the fingers of one hand over the knuckles of the
other.
Dud refrained from teasing her with any further ques-
tions.
"I can enjoy her," he thought, "by simply looking at her,
as I am now, and not touching her at all! By looking at her
I can seduce that personality in her which says: 'I am Wizzie

